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Utraduftion to Saint. 
Perers Teares. 


" | Maginaric M uſes get you gone, 

/ And you of Ideas idle company : 

© T hat place your Paradice in Cetheron, 

yJ Andcalluponthe Nimphes of T heſſalie. 
Reftr aine your haughtie metaphorick lines: 


F or  reverent truth your glory undermines. 


T be T hrone of. Heauen i her holy bill, 
 Whence flowes the Sprine of of bday health : 
2n (heed of birdes Archanzels ſing her will, 

he Temple u her loue,and peace her wealth. 
O ſacred ſweete, and ſweeteſt ſacred ſubſtance - 
z looſe the Springs of Peters poore Wan 


And thou © holy G hoſt and ſacred ſpirit, 

Fare milke white Done,unts the meekeft lamot: 
T he miniſter of heauen ,the Lord of merit,. 

The laddeſ meſſenger that ener came, 
Infuſe h, grace fo ſweetely? in mine eares, 


That 1 may truely write S aint Peters T eres. 


FI NAS. 


EE Te a rr SP EINEM pom 
4 


ng ers, 


> 


———— 


RR IHR 


PIE DII 


wrt] 


RR 


go” 


- 


UDC IEA EE IEEE 


Io 


£6p The firſt Teare of Saint Big 
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Splendant morne,like day of reſurreion, 
thatſymmons fr6 the graueofheayie ſleep 

) } Be witneſſe that T craue atruediredtion,|  * 

tharin thc houſe of God myſoule maykeep. 


Permit ſ\weete Lord I ſtand butatthe gate:” - 


Come handsthe obferuers of my hearts \complainin| Þ 
knock at my melting boſome withyour Knptith? 
| Awake my fighesto rew my heauie paining, 
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That when the Lord ſhall Jooke but from on hye: 
.He may bcholde my ſoule is liketo dye.” 7 5 
| | | | CS T7 | 


and with your mortall knell declare ſuchlanguage.” 4] 


Sathan deſired to ſift, and thou to ſaue me, | 
_ then turne that louing kindenefle back againe: 
Then ſhall I be aſſured that thon-wilt haneme, 


come tell my Teares that trickle downe like raing. 
Oh were the Cocke tocrowe, I would not faine, 
But dycwith thee, and not deny thy name. 


A 3. 


® Buriffinne ſtay me from thit facred ſtate, 
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FS. Peters ten teares. 


Oh when ſaw th thy pierſing eyes looke back, | 
The wonders of my lea(t miſtruſtfull hart : | 
My toſled louledid fu ffer ſuch awracke, 
- That flawes and gaſtes did rent my ſoule: -- 
And then ſuch ſtormes of teares beganto riſe, | | 
As open firſt the fludgates of n ming eyes. | 


I did not onely ſay © DO ile», 
- -But( Lord) Idi did forſweareth bleſſed name: | 
Which is vato m conſcience wy a | | 
Thatin my ſtands an endle 
O coward ſcruant waſtaduaunſt 
And yetthy louing maiſter didſt'd 


Pilate did waſh his hands 25 free from "SY 2 
 Tudas reſtord thepence and did repent him: | 
Both they within thy ſight condemnedſtood, | 
Oh Peter then what booteth thy repenting. | 
Yes,yes,when Ihadſunned,I wentand wept, 
And thatas a. I nk 
| INI - 


' The ſecon 17 care. 


C Ome tg the able "IL SP a Ing l 
Which cucry og I OY heart os on ' | 


SF. Peters ten Teares. 
Oftrue B hp waſt firſt beginner, - 
thy meckenes is apparrell fitto mourne. 


Thou art a ſecret chamber tothe wile, 
Where they may ſweetly wertheir brinkfheyes;: - 


Hereisno roſpedt tobetray the ſoule, 
orto ſeduce the minde of him that prayes:-: - 
Norv vaine corruption needs notto controule, 
or fling into our ſinnes ſecuredela 2 Wh 
Downeknees,vp hands, weepe eyes, 
Tis dangerous it yce dcterre r90 mgat 


OO plorious ſtares, me thinks you are his eyes, 
Thar ſtaind with pittieto behold my paine: 
All things are his Ko burniſh thus the SYS, 
his marchleſſeſelfeam them 
O then but looke on Perers ation, -- 
Asthou dooſt notethe wickedneſſe of 1 nations. . 


IfTbut lleepe I dreame of thy duinenlle, 


O letmetlecpeand neuer wake ag 
For once awake,ſuch is our {infull biindnelſs, 
wee cannot ce the purcneſle ofthe 1 ogy 
_ Orelsdiſfolue me I may cuerdwell, _ 
Toviewthat beautic which notoung can tell, 


Or let me els fi bye! frethefame; .* 
I'ke thy cheerefull graces 


Me thinkesin { 
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Ile hauc na 


| Weepe Peter wid ; faſt as blouddid pri 
| And withthy moyfterepent wer ea 
 Andforthe nayles that ih his} 


2 Peter ton t rearer... 


As if thou Gidſt fad Peter now refraine, 


"Thaue bcheldthy teare bedewed face. | 


O Sauiour might I bave ſuch awe = Rt 1 
ther fantalics by 4 mol} Pig 2:0/tt ; 


Soft Peter thou haſt miany teares to ſhed, | 
thou art too boldeto challenge mercic yet:| 7.1 
Till thou art ſure thy-lintullioute: isRed;:; 1) =: ag TI 
mornc,noone,and night eryes muſt fillbe wer ' | 
Thenwhen remorſe ha drawnethy Fountainc drye, 


Thy God hath heard thy pitty ant We crye.) 


FINIS.. 


309 The third Tears. 


" EE ſweete Arie, ſeer feruams eyes, |. 
whom thoucotamahdedft oncttofecd thy flock: 
So bleatdwiththeftoimes of tear&sthatr 


and ſighs whichat my vexed conſcience knock. 


| That Sathan would be moou'dto pitric me, 


That weepe ſo  deepely for ering tem. > 
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from forththe gaſhly wound of Telus fide; 
thing 

doth abide.  ; 
nds were drh 
Stick ſorrow in' thy beattthiar Cs riuen. | 


that by thy kneeling paſſio 
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| $, Peters ten teares, 
Falſe heart, why didſtthou make my toung to ſpeake, 


and tempt it to deny my Sauiour ſo : 


With penitence I doo commaund thee breake, - 
-  andtoung thou muſt pronounce thy ſelfe a woe. 
But that thou knoweſt when Adameare the fruite: 
Thy God was wrath becauſc he found him mute. 


But ſince thou woundeſthim that wounded vs, 
 andtread ypon the Serpents ſpightfull head: 
Thy force that fiendtull malice did diſcuſſe, 

_ and allthy faints vpon that ioy haue fed. 
If for thy ſaints ſuch grace thou haſt regained, 
I ama Saint though ſinne hath made me ſtained. 


If not,then bring me to the pitof hell, 
where may ſce the merits of my ſinne : 
 Andler mein infernall darkenefſe dwell, 
 andyetI know thou wilt notletme in. 
Thy mercy isſo kinde,thy loue ſo ſweete, 
That judgement comes,and kiſſes mercies feete. 


When ſhall I then approach thy heauenly ſight, 


when ſhall I heare thee ſpeake with gentle voyce: | 


| 


Thenſhall thy juſtice do me more then right, | 
then ſhalt thou make my dulled heart rejoyce. 

Say that thou wilt but heare methough I ſtaye, 

I care not ifI ncuer ceaſeto pray. 


. Tho 


ah 


Hell is the moſt, (then hell there is noleſle) 


| O Peter, firſt fall flat vpon thy fice, ST 
Andneuer riſc,betore thou loſe|that grace. | 


When Peter was in danger of a ſtorme. 


_ 8. Peters ten teares, 
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(OO) Hearken Lord,mine eyes complaine to 


_ andcels me that my ſoule dooth ſeeks 


Cloudes of ill comforts fo incompaſle me: 


ig The fourth Teare,| 
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that they do guſh out their tempeſtuous 
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One ſun-ſhinetherefore of thy mercy ſhow 


Theſc lightslike Comets ſhew my ſad diſtr: 
and blaſe my ſoules miſforzune for my fi 


if onceto faite thy ſacred grace begin. 
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Sechow my ſorrow {wimmeth aboue my thr, 
indanger tobe drenchr in Sithans ſea: | | 
Blow foorth thy mercie for my ſpirir fowes 
obay. 


no word bur thin? can make/theſe wau 
Lend me thy han,as once thou thoughtſt 


Looke ruthefull on the ſhipwrack of my heart,| 


where nota tackling nor aſtring is left : 


bf . 
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are. 
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My hcare may turne from that diſpaircfull woe, 
ſle, 


nine 


no ſcorne : 


0 "THe || 


S. Peters ten tearts,, 


The Cabbins and the Maſt.a ſunder pare, 
andſorrow hath my hapleſle Vellell cleft: 

Conduct me to the Hauen of my reſt, 
where I may caſe my oucr burthened breſt, 


This ſea of miſchicfe hath ſuch Mermaids ſongs, 


that chaunt it like the world to witch my minde: 
And to my bortome ſuch huge monſters throngs, 
that ſecme to my beholding ſo vnkinde. 
Thar I do feare ſome Whale will ſwallow me, 
Like lonas lot -becaule he fled t.om thee. 


But yet ſweerte Lord ilc be inceſſant ſtill, 
Mine cxclamations ſhall diſturbe thine cares: 
Ile get me to ſome mountaine or ſome hill, 
 anddcwthe barren dryneſle with my teatcs. _ 
So that to have theſe troubles ouerpaſt, 


TJ hou wilt heare me,and aide me at the laſt, 


FINIS. 


{ The fifth teare, 


Ickeis my heauy ſoule, and gaſpes for breath; 
for which mine cyes put vp petition: 
Thou wilt nor giue it over vnto death, 


but grant thy ſeruant Peter ſweete remiſſion: iS; 
B 3 Then | 


= Peters ten teares, 
Then hall I raiſe me from my weary cou 


9 


And ſtill thy prayſe with Prayers and tcar ane 


O Lord regarde my pooref! ubmiſſiue min 
_ _ thatbends it ſelte when others bow i r les 
Yet oft their hearts to wonder thou doeſt nde, 
| beholdeilebendwhenn' nebur leſus fees.) 
 Andlike that Mary, waſhe thy feete witht ares $| 
Who afterdryed them with her golden XCSs | 
I make no glorious ſhew nol dopray, 
I blowe no trumpets with the Publicans: 
But ſecretly my ſecret thoughts bewraye, 
leaſt oſteniation bred my open ſhame. 
Ile neuer weepe,but vnto thee alone. | | 
For none buethou canſt helpe| poore Peters mone. 


Sweete Bethlamite,thou deareſt ſonne of God, 
view thy Apoſtles {illy hearts diſtreſle j | 


Sec how I quake when - m1 doeſt ſhake thy rod, 
and yethow hope doth lend me ſweete releaſe, 


Then wilt thou ſay ſ\veete LotdasI do aw, 
\ Thattrue repentance maketh ſow bowe; 


Bchold my waſted eycs, WW BK Idokef 


-F like Bladders, wer and patched againſt the fire: ; 


cannot longer view my moiſtened booke, | 
but out of order aske my tec dcuare, | 


But 


S. Peters ten Teares. © 


But thou regardeſt the heart,and notthe tCung, 
For too much babling doothour prayers wrong. 


Faire Vine,thou blecdeſt aboundance for my ſ1nne, 
k ripe _— of life, let mc buttaſte the ſweete: 


| ThatI may haue my ſoule refreſhed within, 
or let me ſhade me,ifrhourthinke it meete. 
How can the brandes of hell once ſcortch my h 


It by that Vine my lite beouerſpred. 
FINIS. 


i Tie/txthTeare. 


Lordthou haſt pr>nounced woe to thoſe, 
that carly riſe to ſurfetandto linne; 
When I dolift me from my nights repole, 
like to the morning dew iy tcares begin, 
Andthen me thinkes I well hauebrokemy faft. 
When as my ſhorecof teares igouerpaſt. 


My table is thy ho!y Teſtament, 
my meate the ſentcnce of faluation: : 
Which ſweete prelerues,diſpairedo quite preuenth 
and feede my ſoule with contemplation. 
He cannot{\urfet, that taſteth ſtill on this, 
Nor be diſtempered with ſo ſweete a diſh, 
= B 3 Hz 
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S$. Peters top tearer, 
M y company atthis my reucten4 feaſt, 


- are purged thoughts from allmpurite : | 
Ny halla place ere linne gas 


amongſt my gueſts i is free {mununitie. 
My mirthis inginghymnes ynto that nam 


All knecs muſt bend at When mey hcare the hoe 


' WhenT hauc eiuen due feifice of praiſe, 
thenvpl riſe,and to thy temple goe : 
There do | ſeeke outthy diuineſt Ways, 


and walke where thouthe ſeeds of lout tbo ſowe. 


| Thar fruitel taſteof;, which|dooth make 
Bcare chearefull mulicki in ſhekighef park. 


Therefore doel view thy rate and wondr 
and thinke how dearly tha 
Oh then poore heart how ſud 
as from aſluice or conduit, ſtreames ha 
Then crye I Lorde come helpe me from t 
Orl ſhall dyc of this continual wound. 


But when mineeyes do ſpye lhis {odaine it 
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mart, 


they run as faſt as bloud did from my ih 


In pitty ot my poore tormented heart, 


When finne dooth wound with troub] ſdnjevareſt, | 
Thus tearcs and bloud commixcd both 1 non, | 


Arc witnelles of Peters greeugus monde. 
FINJS. || 


The 


$ Peteri ten Teares. 


$wT be ſenenth teare. 


S comes a crack of thunder erc itraines, 
ſo now my ſighes do volly out my griefe: 


' Then throbs do ceaſe,and cares fall downe amaine, 


do wetthe ground,but bring it no reliefe. 


 Andas an carthquake toſleth trees and plants: 
Soarc my vaines vntill my body faint. 


Like beaten rockes my bones do weare within, 


and make my fleſhto tremble with the noile : 


T hat withered,pale,and wan,dooth looke my $kin, 


and hoarle with crying is my feeble voyce. - 


' O Sauiour Chriſt, ifthou wilt helpe, helpe now, 
Andlet not Peter breake,although hebowe. 


O write my teares withinthy booke of life, - 


the regcſter of thyelected flocke: 


The place wheremercy and compaſſion is rife, | 
' Which opens when thy judgement ſtrikes the clock. | | 
 Andthen,becauſe thy volume ſhall be full, - 


Tleweepe,tull all my fences ſhall be dull. 


Come, ſeekethe wandring ſheepe,and findemeout, _ 
oft haſt thou found, thou didſt delightinthat; 


"Rs 
I og 


. | OOO EI Ione eee woods as 
Oo 


__ Sathanisthe Wolfe that ſcekes to keepe me back: 
Olctnotone of Liracll goe towracke. | | 


Ilooke toheauen with teares about mine ey | 


Anon comes darkneſſt,and that thebrightn 


' Thatlight ſhall bethe guidante of my feere, 
; Where I ſhall findethy promiſe neuer flere, | 
| ThatI may walke and weepe 4little while, 


3 teares, 
Iam not loſt though led into adoubt, 
' Ifeare the place whereas the Wolfe hath ſct. 


S, Peters teh 


h 


vpontheblou 


ſee the skye red,and thinke 


e lyes, 
thatlookethlike theiudgementof the wotld. F 
Vaniſh Icrye,O letme ſee it bright, | 
Thy precious bloud didfirſtbting Peter light. 


rolcad me throughrhegates of ſtedfaſt h 


 andofthygraceſolarge and widea ſcope. | 


Andafterward haue greatcr iqy to ſmile. 
_FINIS. | 
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(COme,come,you flacke performers of repentance, 
negligent eyes,tis long fince you haue wept: 
offence be ſtill in yourrcmembrance, 

your following coutlc of teares be kept. 


See 


Letm 
{9 


For 


wo 


C(Pagy 7 95s 


Orotherwile, tor wante of ! 
. Thy ſeruant dyes that bath t 


S'. Peters ten teares, 


' | Forthovghthe raging ſea ſometimes ebs low: 
| Yetafter comes a huge and loftie flowe. 


 Andnow againe I will begin to pray, 


forgiue me Lord my ſecret hidden finnes : 


| Suchasthe ſoothing fleſh would hide-away, | 


| becauſe more pleaſure that corruption wins. 


But he thar fecles his conſcience free from crime, 
Makes way to get his ſpiritual reſt in time, 


 Forgiue me likewiſe ſuch rebellious thoughts, _ 


that moou'd a ſecret grudge againſt my ſoule: 


All maallice which a carnall motion fravghts, 


andlike a Serpent doth his enuie roule.' 
nd laſt of all.that ſinne which is not leaſt : 


For which my weeping neuer will be ceaft. 


Powre out the oyle of comfort in my wound, 


as thou did{t like the good Samanitan : 


Binde vp thoſe gaſhes which thy mercies found, 


then ſhall my life refreſh where death began. 


w 


vey ayde, 
ce meekely prayde. 


When was thou woonte to ſtand fo farrealoofe, 
| how ſuddenly haſt thou conuerted Pax: 
O doeas much in Peters poore behoofe, 
|  forgetmy treaſon in the tudgementhall.' * 
C 


FS. Peters ten teares. 


Lek ſuffice,thatthou couldſt tell before, 
The ;uſteſt cannot ſtand without thy power. 


___ that misbelecuers ſhall repent with me: 
Thy worthy praiſes ſhall not ſuffer death, 


but Turkes and Infidels ſhall cruſt in -»S | 1] 
From Eaſt,to Weſt,all ſoules ſhall humbly knee 


That vy my teaching ſhall thy hs tcele. 
TINIS. | 


5 The — Teare: 


Here is fora mercie which 
great interceſſor for the ſinnes of man : 
 - The onethy arme oppreſſeth cuery hower, 
O let the other fl as thick as ſand. 


Mecane ſpace,Ile tell thy name thro hour the 


670. or 


Els ſhall 1 thinke thou wilt me _ reſtore. 


The wicked flouriſhlike the frel 
_ andthey are counted for the ha 
But I am laught at,who do dayly pray, 


Our ſinnes abound ſo much : thy mercie more: 


eſt Baye, : 
appicſt men} 


A 


if Peter ſhould deſpaire( Fedte] Lord how ten) 
To ſee that they which neuer thinke on thee 4] | 
Spend out their RT: in chicfe Liars | 


wer, 


La thy pc 


But 


DL F, Peters ten teares, 
But Lord Ido foreſecthe end of thoſe, - 
| _ thou wiltbe deate when they ſhall calltothee; 

| Iſhall be heard before mine eyes do cloſe, 
|  O gracious God,that is enough for mee. 
| Butthey when as th —_ ſhall moſt require, 


_  Shalldyewithblindneſle of their ill deſire. 
- |\ Their heauen is carth,my earth is onely hell, 
- | \ rheirioyisriches,minethy ſauing health: 
| Thatwhichall ioy and gladnefledooth excell, 
| _ theboudics treaſure, and the ſoules rich wealth, 
| Oletme once poſleſſe that ioyfull place, 
And cperate me fromtheir {infull race, 


| Here is nothing but the deadly ſinnes of ſhame, 
| tharlike aSerpent ſpitteth venome foorth, 
|| They which comes neare them, haue thelikedefame; 
| ſoarethy choſen heldlike them in worth. 
| Wipe Lord this wicked ſlaunder fromthineowne: 
 Andhaſt vs quickly to thy heauenly throne. 


| Then ſhall we looke on carthly vanities, 
__ andloaththatwedidcuer liuethercin : 
' Pitty the worlds accurſt calamities, 


when weare changd trom that weonce had beene. 


| Thenſhall thy ſeruant Peter weepe no more: 
 Becaulc of heauenly things he taſtes ſuchſtore, 

" FINIS, {1 v-þ 
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But yetatlaſt,condu&t and led by one, 


s Peters rn tearer, 
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14 Lat comfort dooth my y foul: pw to fe 


euen like a wanderet in t ic wilderneſle : 
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That findes no way his paſſage to reueale, 

 whenas his foe doth taſte ſuch bittecneſ 
That doxwne he fits amongſtthe ſauadge Bea! 
 Andthere bewailes Ifis ſorrow vor his tearc 


feet 


CT s : 
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: 
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that with ſweete pittic drycs his = vr 
a 


Saycs,peace my ſonne,leaue of th 


So,taking him to ouide him by the hand, 
Atlaſtdoothlead _ tOa bleſſed land. 


Euen ſo dearc Load; hath Peter found the way, | 
- \ whercelikea Douethe holy ſpirit flyes: | | 


dfull mone, 
he needs muſt inde, at lea(t Har heedfull ſeck 


I 
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Where all thy martyrs ſing both/night and dy, 


and Angels intheir Chriſtallarmour lyes. 
' Onelyby thee conducted to that place, 
Where mercy ſhiacth with —_—_ grace 


Who would not ſtgh,and ſhed/a foud of cares, 


who would not wollf his ſiecled heart: 


Who 


S, Peters ten Teares. - 


ho would not from temptation ſtop " 
' who would not from his wicked ſteps conuert. 


Vho would not day,night,minute,montha 
Praytoobtaine ſuch {weetneſle after fowre. 
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Now hauc I runneand woone the golden crowne, 
 theglorious conqueſt of my penitence: - 

Vhere by my Chriſt I haue ſuch high renowne, 

_ that joyfull heauen's my preheminence. 

O ioy of ioyes,now (Peter) wipe thine eyes: 

Thou lceſt thy beeingis aboue the $kyes. - 


Vhere Tſhall ſee thatbright illuſtrate face, 
' T haue ſolong time longed to behold : - 
O happy time,O three times bleſſed ſpace, 


: 


 thatcuer Peter did his griefes vnfolde. 


Now one dropmorc,andthen my teares ared 
For grictc hath left me wherc my toy begun. - 


FINIS. 
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